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wish for something sensible.   Look here !   I can't stand this.
Gets on my nerves.    Where's my coat ?            [Goes info alcove.
[MR WHITE crosses to fireplace and carefully puts the paw on
mantelpiece.   He is absorbed in it to the end of the tableau.
HERBERT. I'm coming your way, to the works, in a minute.
Won't you wait ?              [Goes up C., helps MORRIS with his coat.
SERGEANT [putting on bis coat}. No. I'm all shook up. I want
fresh air. I don't want to be here when you wish. And wish
you will as soon's my back's turned. I know. I know. But
I've warned you, mind.
MR WHITE [helping him into bis coat}. All right, Morris. Don't
you fret about us. [Gives him money.} Here.
SERGEANT [refusing it}. No, I won't------
MR WHITE [forcing it into his hand}. Yes, you will.
[Opens door.
SERGEANT [turning to the room}. Well, good night all. [To
WHITE] Put it in the fire.
ALL. Good night.
[Exit SERGEANT.    MR WHITE closes door, comes towards
fireplace^ absorbed in the paw.
HERBERT [down L.]. If there's no more in this than there is
in his other stories, we shan't make much out of it.
MRS WHITE [comes down R. C to WHITE]. Did you give him
anything for it, Father ?
MR WHITE. A trifle.    He didn't want it, but I made him take it.
MRS WHITE. There, now I You shouldn't. Throwing your
money about.
MR WHITE [looking at the paw which be has picked up again]. I
wonder------
HERBERT.  What ?
MR WHITE. I wonder, whether we hadn't better chuck it on
the fire ?
HERBERT [laughing Likely 1 Why, we're all going to be rich
and famous and happy.
MRS WHITE. Throw it on the fire, indeed, when you've given
money for it 1 So like you, Father.
HERBERT. Wish to be an emperor, Father, to begin with,
Then you can't be henpecked 1